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he found in the beating pulse of his exhaustion an undreamed-of
nerve of renewal, he did not stop. The dazzling spouts of water
drops which followed his oars, each time he drew them from the
water, mingled now with a renewed counting. 'Ten . . . eleven
. . . twelve . . . thirteen . . . fourteen . . . fifteen . . /' Those
rhythmic, up-flung splashes of dancing crystal, stirred and sub-
siding amid the long emerald-green weeds, became the thudding
reverberation of his own unconquerable heartbeats. These again
became triumphant figures of victory, of victory over nature,
over custom, over fate. "Sixteen . . . seventeen . . . eighteen
. . . nine------"
He never reached his second twenty. Disturbed by the appear-
ance of a living javelin of blue fire, flung forth from a muddy
ditch, darting, like a gigantic dragon-fly, down the surface of
the river in front of them and vanishing round a bend of the
bank, Mary gave a startled pull to her left rudder string; and
the prow of the boat, veering in midstream, shot with a queer
sound, like a sound of snarling and sobbing, straight into the
overhung mouth of the weedy estuary, out of which the king-
fisher had flown!
John fell forward over his own knees with a groan. His shoul-
ders heaved silently under his heavy sob-drawn breathing. He was
lost to everything except the necessity of finding free and unim-
peded breath.
Mary sat quietly on where she was. "I'll go to him in a min-
ute," she thought. "Better let him get his breath first." She could
not see his face. She could see nothing but his head and his
knees. But she knew, without seeing it, that his face was quite
hideously contorted. She noticed that something wet was falling
down from his face upon the plank under his feet. She peered
forward and stared morbidly into the darkness at his feet. Was
blood dripping from his mouth? "Dear God!" she cried in her
heart, "Have I killed him by my foolishness?" The cry was
followed by such a wave of love for him that she could hardly
bear it and remain passive any longer. She wanted to throw her
arms r,o-und him and press his head against her thin chest. This
feeling was followed by another one of an egoistic tightness and
self-pity. "It would be just like my fate," she thought, "just like